The Nun's Grille

fulness. Who am I, though, that 1 should say this? For I have
never prayed, and do not believe In prayer. Unless, at least, It be a
means to determine wishes and ambitions, and by concentration
of purpose to achieve them. We could admire a musical instru-
ment, and not appreciate its tone, not like its resonance, or the
volume of its sound. In just that manner a sceptic can understand
their prayers. To such a mind it is too much prayer that spoils the
beauty of the convent.

What, then, could bind together these communities and keep
them from the world? Is it not enough, in itself, to live in a walled
garden, for the Hortus Conclusus could hold all the flowers of the
spirit as well as all the flowers of the world? Separation from the
world of men and women gives time to till that soil. But such
flowers of the spirit are far removed from superstition. They be-
long to enlightenment, to a time while the light strengthens, not to
nights of Ignorance and darkness. But such a community could
never fill its numbers. Such souls are too rare, and they have no
increase. They live but once and the continuity is broken. It can-
not always be creation, the giving birth to intellect and imagina-
tion. There must be routine, the accomplishment of daily tasks
and duties, years when creation slumbers and the ordinary and
average have their day. The philosophy, therefore, and the beauty
of this virgin life, in all of it which expresses that Sacred or Divine
Love is their calling, will form our subject. Their prayers are part
of the picture, but not the reason that prompted us to paint it.
We would have them, for our own aesthetic pleasure, at every
other duty than that for which they are assembled and enclosed.
From a third to a half of their energies may be increased by this,
while their resolution would not be weakened by the same wor-
ship in another form. Divine or Sacred Love means other things
than meditation and a mumbling of prayers. If it were music that
would be a different matter; though music, even, is but a part of
it. There are so many other instruments of worship. For the
cloister is more than a refuge from the world; there Is opportunity
in this predicament. They have come together for a purpose, not
merely for escape. Our project is to intensify, or dramatize, this
visual scene, making use of the evidence that has come before our
eyes and completing the picture by surmise and from imagina-
tion. Of a certainty, such lives are, and have been, possible. That,
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